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I asked.   "Noblesse oblige! And we have less than a quarter of an
hour."
Geoffrey rose to the occasion.
"I'd better put them under the tap/' he said. "It's the only way to get
off that mud." ,
I made a good job with the nail brush. In ten minutes the mud was
removed. Geoffrey brought back the boots triumphantly. They were
wet through, the fur looked like a drowned kitten, but they were clean.
"Darlings!" cried the lady receiving them with ecstasy. She had no
time for thanks. The stage of the Theatre Royal was waiting for her.
But she thanked me next day. It was at luncheon time. I was sitting
at table with General Nation and others. The salle-a-manger was
crowded with high-ranking officers, including General Mason Mac-
farlane, our Chief of Intelligence. Suddenly our lady of the comedy
stage came into the room. She saw me from afar, and gave a cry of
delight which caused everyone to look up. Swiftly she came towards me
and when I rose she flung her arms around me and kissed me generously.
"A thousand million thanks!" she cried. "My Knight Errant!"
General Nation and others were surprised.
While I am telling about the old H6tel de I'Univers, afterwards
wrecked by bombs which killed one of the King's Messengers (a gallant
old general) I cannot leave out the two maids who did my room, and
little Yvonne downstairs who made me her ange gardien. Every
afternoon, generally when I was in a frantic hurry to write "a piece for
the paper", the two maids would come into the room with a Hoover, or
some instrument of the kind, and with dusters and pails for a clean up.
They had already dealt with Geoffrey's room and he had rewarded
them with marvellous chocolate creams which used to arrive for him
from female relatives and friends. One of these women was rather
beautiful in a peasant way, with a rose-like complexion and brown
smiling eyes. The other was a stocky little person, very downright and
vigorous, and full of commonsense like most women of the French
peasant class.
"For God's sake!" I would cry out in French, "can't you come at
some other time?"
They explained that there was no other time. They had something
like forty bedrooms to do and much other work.
We became good friends and had interesting conversations regarding
French opinion, and the strange character of this war without fighting,
and the chance of Arras being overtaken by war when the real thing
began, if ever.
One day the stocky little woman, in answer to a question of mine,
came close to me and lowered her voice.